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Possessive 


Author's Notes: 
Guess what is it? Bingo! The next transletion with a terrible 00C for Cliff (for Kirk too? :D) 


Enjoy guys :D 


Kirk finds it out accidentally. He just hugs Lars, with no sense but friendship, but Cliff suddenly becomes 
nervous. The guitarist kisses his bassist on the cheek but gets no answers from him. And this is so much 
weird. Being drunk that evening, Kirk lets himself a little more and hugs Lars a few times. Then he catches Cliff 
staring at him and the way he looks at Kirk makes the guitarist shiver. It takes the whole night to understand 
Burton's emotions. Damn, Kirk thinks, is he fucking... jealous?! 


Kirk wants to test his theory. He is flirting with anyone he could flirt with, he is hugging Lars any time he 
could and he enjoys, really enjoys Cliff's anger. Hammett cannot understand why he likes it so much, like these 
jealous, possessive looks he gets from Cliff. He is melting when he sees these devilish eyes, when he watches 


Cliff clenching fists. Kirk likes feeling himself.. desired. He likes being and object of want. 


And once, he pushes the bassist to the limits. 


- Isn't it enough for you? - Cliff hisses, pressing his tiny guitarist to the wall. Just another hotel room. Just 
another time Kirk made him feel angry. - You know | hate it when people want to touch something that is 
already... mine. 

Kirk doesn't know how to react correctly. Cliff is wrathful again but now he is acting a little differently. He's 
whispering some words in Kirk's ear and these words make him tremble. His thin wrists are pinned to the cold 


wall above his head by a strong hand. 


- Oh Cliff, why are you so boring? | just wanted to have a little fun, - Kirk says automatically and notices the 
grip on his wrists gets harder. Cliff's other hand squeezes his right hip. 


- You wanted to have fun, right?. - Burton is whispering in his ear again Then the guitarist suddenly finds out 
he is afraid of Cliff. 


- Yeoh.. 
Kirk stumbles at the word. Cliff's expression changes a little, he lets out a muted growl and.. 
- Shit! 


Hammett didn't expected this. Cliff bites his neck, his lips are soft and cold, teeth are sharp, it is even a little 
painful. 


- Cliff, what are you.. 


It seems like Burton doesn't hear him. He doesn't stop. Kirk just knows tomorrow his neck and shoulders will be 


covered with bruises and marks. 

- If you dare for something like this another time.. - Cliff stares right at him. - | dunno what | will do to you. 
Kirk hardly finds his last strength and nods. He is afraid but it is so damn interesting to be completely 
defenseless. This kind of Cliff is so strong, evil and so much attractive. Kirk tries to forget about the idea to 
rip his shirt off. 

- | aint gonna suffer this any longer. 


Kirk closes his eyes and arches his back trying to be nearer to Cliff. 


- No one of these motherfucking people could be with you, got it? - a growling whisper. - ‘cause you are mine, 


Kirk. 


- Yes, Cliff.. 


He fucking loves it. Kirk cannot tell why. He just loves the way Cliff growls in his ear. Loves it when Burton 
bites him and rips his t-shirt off. He loves these a little rough touches. He loves this strange exciting feeling. 


The feeling of being belonged to someone. 


Cliff is still a little careful with him, anyway. Kirk feels his love even through his insane jealousy. Cliff slowly 
takes Kirk's clothes off, he lets himself admire the guitarist's beauty. 


- No one will get it. 

- No one, - Kirk agrees. 

Cliff's smug smirk is something fantastic. Kirk even screams at first because of pain at first, they haven't got 
sex for.. for two weeks since the day Hammett made him feel jealously. All their love was shown through 
short kisses before falling asleep without touching each other. 

But today Cliff is completely an animal. The guitarist is absolutely gone mad. Cliff makes him feel exhausted and 
then wanting again. It seems to last forever and nothing compares to the pleasure it brings. Cliff's marks will 
appear in the morning, beautiful red marks on his tired body, and Kirk doesn't know how to act, what to tell 
people. But at the moment he doesn't want to think about it either. 

- Mine, - Cliff whispers again biting his neck. - My Kirky.. 


Kirk mumbles something as the answer. 


- Tell me! - Burton tugs at curly black locks in his hand making him tilt his head back. - Tell me you belong to 


me. 
- Yeah, Cliff, | do! 


Tangled in his own moans Kirk tries to answer and to stay alive at the time. He is so much happy he made 


Cliff be jealous. It was so much worth of. His voice is trembling. 

- You do what? - Burton mocks. 

| do belong to you, I'm yours, Cliff, Im yours forever.. 

Kirk would bet Cliff is the most possessive person he had ever met. He is maniacally mad by this idea 
- That's nice. 


Then the bassist changes in a second. All his movements become gentle, loving, stroking and careful. Now Kirk 


is laying on his back, ankles crossed behind Cliff's waist. Their eyes are locked, they both are smiling. Cliff 


calms down instantly, just as he gets what he needed. 


In the end Cliff whispers his name in a beautiful, magic voice, and then he falls down on top of him, takes a 


deep breath and hugs him tight. 
- Do you really feel jealous so much? - Kirk wonders. 


- Do you really like being mine, kid? 


